SEVENTH STAVE
THEY   BUILD   THE   HORSE  AND   ENTER  IN
WHAT  weariness of wind and wave and
foam
Was to be for Odysseus ere his home Of scrub and crag and scanty pasturage He saw again !    What stress of pilgrimage Through   roaring  waterways  and   cities  of
men,
What sojourn among folk beyond the ken Of mortal seafarers in homelier seas, More trodden lands!    Sure, none had earned
his ease
As he, that windless morning when he drew Near silent Ithaca, gray in misty blue, And wondered on the old familiar scene, Which was to him as it had never been Aforetime.    Say, had he but had inkling That in this hour all that long wandering Of his was self-ensured, had he been bold To plan and carry what must now be told Of this too hardy champion ?    Solve it you 67